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So laden with sweets is each sigh of the gale, 

I'm sure my beloved is crossing the vale, 

The tulip is quaffing his cup full of wine, 

The turtle is murmuring vows to the pine, 

O waste not the moments so precious to love, 

Come drink with the tulip and court with the dove; 
HI sing thee a song, and the burden shall he, 

Dark eyed one. dark eyed one I languish for thee. 



